"DAILY   SELF-SURPAST"

what a journey ! I suppose the greatest journey of
exploration ever accomplished in the history of man,
unless Marco Polo's journey equalled it. He had
left Capetown in June, 1852, and he reached Loanda
in May, 1854, having in two years traversed about
three thousand miles of almost unknown country in
the south and centre of Africa. Upon that uncharted
course he had been confronted by all the perils of
savages, wild beasts, and disease. He had passed
among tribes whose method with enemies was to
hew them in pieces and fling the limbs to the croco-
diles in the rivers. He had travelled by ox-wagon,
by riding-ox, and on foot, and those who have known
what long marching is in Central Africa know the
anguish of feet festering with jiggers or inflamed by
the bites of other poisonous insects. He had made
his way among drenching rains and had waded
through flooded swamps, soaked to the skin by day
and night, with never a chance to dry. Various
fevers had held him torpid for many days together,
and dysentery had drained the blood of his body
till he could hardly stand upright or sit the riding-
ox. Most of his outfit was stolen early on the journey,
and before he reached Loanda he had little but rags
remaining. Yet he had mapped his route by the
stars as he went along, and had traced the course of
many unnamed rivers. His observations of wild
beasts, birds, insects, and plants were so accurate
that they hold to this day, and his knowledge of
the native customs and laws laid the foundation of
a modern science.

Travelling slowly northwards from the Cape, as
he had travelled two or three years earlier, he had
passed through Griqualand, Bechuanaland, and, skirt-
ing the Kalahari Desert, had entered the wide dis-

211